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Creek, a storm of snow, of sleet and hail, swept
down upon us, right in our front, hitting us in
the face like shot, and soaking us suddenly to
the skin. At first we -met it bravely, keeping
our horses to the fore, and making a little pro-
gress, even in the teeth of this riotous squall.
But the horses soon gave in. Terrified by the
roaring wind, chilled by the smiting hail, they
stood stone still; dogged, stolid, passive, utterly
indifferent to the driver's voice and the driver's
whip. Taught by his long experience, the driver
knew when the brutes must have their way; he
suddenly wheeled round, as though he was about
to return, and setting the waggon to the fore,
put his team under its lee, with their hind-
quarters only exposed to the pelting storm. In
this position we remained three hours, until the
swirl and tumult had gone by; after which we
got down from the waggon, shook ourselves dry
in the cold night air, and with the help of a
little cognac and tobacco (taken as medicine) we
resumed our journey.

A train of emigrants, which had to draw up
near us, and await the tempest's passage, was not
so lucky in arrangement as ourselves. The men
had stopped their caravan as soon as the mules